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	1. 04-01 - A Tale of Two Sisters

A/N: I'm back again! Another SwanQueen one-shot insert for every episode of Once Upon a Time to prove how many opportunities our show's creators had to make this couple canon. Each starts with a single line of dialogue from the show itself. Most will be NSFW but each chapter will have a warning anyway. Let's kick things off with one of the most heartbreaking Regina scenes ever .. enjoy! NSFW, obviously!

* * *

><p>"Well your intentions really don't matter," Regina scoffed, levelling the blonde before her with a steely gaze. "Because once again I feel the brunt of heroism. Always the villain, even when I'm not."<p>

"My intentions?" Emma said, anger rising inside her. "You don't know the first thing about my intentions. And if you did, I think you might change your perspective."

"And what's that supposed to mean?" Regina asked, running her fingers through her hair before folding her arms tightly across her chest.

Emma glanced back at the diner where she could see Robin, Hook and Marian walking towards the door.

"Not here," she said, turning back to Regina. "Can you take us somewhere so we can talk?"

Regina narrowed her eyes but at the pleading, almost desperate look on Emma's face, she sighed and flicked her wrist, purple smoke enveloping the pair as the small search party spilled onto the steps outside Granny's.

Emma blinked as she looked around and was almost surprised when she realised Regina had magicked the pair of them into her own kitchen on Mifflin Street. Regina tugged off her scarf and walked straight to a cupboard, grabbed a wine glass and turned back to Emma with a bottle of red in her hand she had picked up from the counter.

"Do you want one?" she asked.

"Do you have any beer?" Emma asked.

"Robin probably has some in the fridge," Regina nodded. "Help yourself. I doubt he'll be coming back now his wife's alive and kicking."

Emma said nothing. Instead, she walked over to the large fridge and opened it, scanning the full shelves quickly before she located a bottle of specialty British ale and took it out. When she turned back around Regina was holding a bottle opener and Emma thanked her before popping off the cap and following the brunette wordlessly into the lounge.

"So," Regina began as she settled herself on her favourite armchair, nursing her wine glass carefully between both hands. Emma sat on the sofa, awkwardly upright, and took a long drink from her beer.

"So," Emma nodded.

"What did you mean?" Regina asked when it became apparently Emma wasn't going to say more. "When you said I didn't know what your intentions were? Did you mean to bring back Marian and ruin my happy ending?"

"No," Emma said quietly. "I didn't have a clue who she was, Regina. I promise you that. And my intentions towards her were nothing more than saving her life. But now I know who she is, I'd still do the same thing."

Regina frowned. "So even knowing that saving one life of a woman who was supposed to die years ago would destroy my life I've worked so hard to build, you'd still bring her back? You'd consciously choose to take away my happy ending from me."

"No!" Emma exclaimed. "That's not … I didn't mean … Shit."

Emma put her beer on the table and covered her face in her hands. Regina glowered as she leaned forwards to slide a coaster under the bottle before any condensation could drip onto her table before sitting back and waiting for the blonde to find the words she was evidently struggling with.

After over a minute Emma took a deep breath and looked up at Regina.

"Robin isn't your happy ending, Regina."

"What?" Regina frowned. "And what would you know about my happiness?"

"Not as much as I'd like," Emma said, emboldened already now she had begun to speak freely. "But I know Robin didn't make you as happy as you deserve to be. I know you still had doubts about his commitment to you, doubts which I suppose have been confirmed this evening. You deserve someone who loves you unconditionally, Regina. With all their heart."

"Oh really?" Regina asked, draining her wine glass and placing it beside Emma's beer. "And who might that be?"

"Me."

It was one word. One tiny, whispered word. But the atmosphere in the room changed completely. Regina's mouth opened in shock as she slowly realised what Emma had been trying to tell her. Everything began to make sense. The way Emma looked at her, their evolving friendship and how close they were becoming, the powerful magic they had achieved together.

"You love me?" Regina breathed after a long pause.

"Yes," the blonde replied simply, her green eyes burning with determination as she watched Regina's reaction. "I have for a long time. I was going to tell you, in fact, just before Pan's curse but then, well, you know what happened. And then when Hook brought me back everything was just so confusing and by the time I had my head straight you were with Robin and I'd missed my chance. But I'm here now, Regina. I know it's bad timing and I know you're sad about Robin but I had to tell you how I feel."

"What about Hook?" Regina asked.

"What about him?" Emma said, a little defensive.

"I saw you, Emma," Regina said. "I saw you two kissing outside Granny's. Robin and I walked past on our way to collect Roland and I was about to say hello but I realised you were … busy. Do you not love Hook?"

"Love?" Emma laughed. "No, Regina, I don't. I'm gay, for starters. And that kiss was just … a thank you. It was what he had wanted all along and I gave it to him, right before I told him I wasn't interested in men and went inside to find you. Well, to introduce you to Marian because she was scared of you. Again, you know what happened after that."

Regina stood up suddenly, walking over to her drinks cabinet and pouring herself a glass of apple cider. She downed it quickly and poured herself another, leaning heavily on the polished wood with her back to Emma as her brain whirred.

"Regina?"

The gentle voice didn't make her jump but the hands on her hips did. Emma's fingers held tenderly against her denim and Regina felt her body being slowly turned around until she was facing the blonde. She raised her head slowly, her wary gaze meeting a reassuring smile.

"Regina," Emma repeated, her hands still resting on top of denim-clad hips. "If you don't want this, if you need time to think about what I've told you, that's fine. I'll wait as long as you need. I just had to tell you. I'd kept my feelings to myself for far too long and it wasn't fair to either of us. We could be great together, you and me. We could be each other's happy endings."

Regina's glass thudded dully against the cabinet as she placed it down blindly behind her. With her eyes never leaving Emma's, she leaned forwards tentatively. Emma stayed stock still. Regina's eyelids fluttered closed when her lips brushed over Emma's. It was an almost nothing kiss, a whisper of contact which ended as soon as it had started. But it set Emma's body on fire and when she opened her eyes, Regina saw how the sparkling green orbs had been almost eclipsed by black arousal.

The second kiss was more confident. Regina pressed her lips more firmly against Emma's, the lack of bristles a pleasant change from what she was used to. Fingertips dug into her hips as Emma fought to control herself as their mouths slowly began to move, Regina's upper lip sliding between Emma's as she sucked the blonde's lower lip into her mouth. Emma whimpered, her body thrumming.

The moment Regina's arms came to wrap around Emma, the blonde's control broke. She pushed Regina back against the cabinet, her hips pinning the brunette to the wood as her hands began to slide up Regina's sides, beneath the black leather and over the woollen top. She could feel Regina's body heat radiating against her palms as her mouth opened and willingly accepted Regina's questing tongue.

Regina shuddered as she felt Emma's hands caressing her body. Even through clothing the touch of the other woman turned her on. Her tongue explored Emma's mouth, battling briefly with Emma's before the blonde acquiesced. Regina settled into her movements, running her tongue teasingly over Emma's lip before capturing it between her teeth and nibbling lightly. Emma groaned and rocked her hips against Regina's.

"Not here," Regina murmured as Emma's hands began to push at the jacket.

Emma stepped away at once, her breathing heavy.

"No, no," Regina assured, reaching for Emma's hands. "I didn't mean I don't want this. Just … not up against my drinks cabinet. I think we deserve a little more than that."

Before Emma could ask anything, purple smoke filled her vision and seconds later she was in what she could only assume was Regina's bedroom.

"What do you mean by we?" Emma asked as soon as the final wisps of magic disappeared.

"Me and you," Regina replied simply as she sat down on the end of her bed, shrugging off her jacket.

"But what does that mean?" Emma asked, sitting beside Regina and reaching for her hand.

"You think you were the one who waited too long?" Regina asked. "I knew I'd fallen for you mere weeks after you came to Storybrooke. But I was scared not only about what that might mean but at how close you and Henry were becoming. I thought you might use my love for you as a way to get Henry. My mother always taught me love was weakness. So I bottled it up. I forced my emotions back down and I pretended they didn't exist. I succeeded too, for a long time. Until tonight."

Emma said nothing. Instead, she cupped Regina's cheek, pulling her in for a sweet kiss.

"No more hiding," Emma said when they broke apart. "No more denying."

Regina nodded her agreement before her hands moved towards Emma. She began to push at the soft brown leather and the blonde quickly got the hint. She stood, shucking the jacket to the floor before pulling Regina to her feet too. Emma's polo neck and Regina's sweater quickly ended up tossed aside, leaving Regina in a lacy black bra and Emma in her usual tank top. Their eyes roved over the other before Regina reached for the hem of Emma's top and tugged it off. The white bra beneath was nothing special but Regina didn't care. They embraced again, their almost bare torsos crushed together as their hands caressed backs and sides, scratching delicately at soft skin and eliciting moans of pleasure.

Regina wasn't a fan of skinny jeans before Emma came to town but after noting, consciously or subconsciously, how good the blonde's ass looked in them, she had purchased a few pairs for herself. The only problem was that they were notoriously difficult to take off. It probably would have been a funny sight, the two women sat on the edge of Regina's bed, both wrestling with their own jeans in an effort to rid themselves of the material quickly. The more practiced Emma finished first and helped Regina tug hers over her feet soon after.

From her position kneeling on the floor in front of the brunette, Emma looked up at Regina and smiled.

"You're gorgeous," she said, her eyes roving over the olive skin before her.

"So are you," Regina replied, reaching down and pulling Emma up.

They crawled up the bed together, Emma above Regina, until the brunette's head hit the pillow and she flipped them. Emma landed on her back, impressed and aroused as Regina straddled her, rocking her hips slightly against Emma's toned stomach.

"Have you -?"

"-been with a woman before? Yes," Regina nodded. "Sexuality in the Enchanted Forest is far less structured than it is here."

Emma grinned, pulling Regina's mouth down to her in a passionate clash of teeth and tongue. Regina's hands edged beneath Emma, releasing her bra and moving back to pull the material away. As soon as it was gone, Regina's mouth quested downwards. She laid a trail of kisses over Emma's collarbone, her teeth nibbling lightly until she reached the hardened bud of Emma's right breast. She ran her tongue teasingly around the areola before flicking the tip. Emma arched into the touch, her hands fisting in the bedding and a cry ripped from her lips as Regina's hot mouth finally enveloped her nipple. She threaded her fingers in Regina's hair, pulling the older woman closer to her. It was divine. It was everything she had ever wished for. But she needed more.

"Regina," Emma said, panting slightly.

"We've waited long enough?" Regina asked as she looked at Emma.

The blonde nodded, grateful Regina understood what she needed. She moved herself up the bed, propping her back against the plush pillows as she watched Regina tug her cotton underwear down her leg. She let her thighs fall apart, unabashedly looking at Regina and smirking. Regina returned her smile before lying in the gap between Emma's legs, her hands coming to rest on the tops of her thighs as she breathed in the scent of the blonde for the first time.

Regina was just as impatient as Emma and soon her tongue was running slowly through the blonde's folds. Emma shuddered in delight as the tip ghosted over her hardened clit, Regina's fingernails digging into her bare skin as she lapped again, gathering Emma's essence on her tongue. Covering Emma's clit with her mouth, she sucked gently, causing a moan to fall from Emma's lips. She grinned into the delectable sex before her and sucked harder, two fingers from her hand moving down to probe at Emma's entrance.

The rocking up of Emma's hips encouraged Regina not to hesitate, burying her fingers deep inside the wet heat of Emma's core. She groaned herself as she felt the muscles clamp around her fingers, the slick walls like velvet as she began to thrust.

"Yes," Emma hissed as Regina's teeth grazed over her clit before a tongue soothed the nerves.

Regina thrust harder, her fingers pushing deeper as Emma's hips canted to meet her, perfectly in sync. Emma's fingers tweaked her own nipples, drawing her closer to the edge as Regina's mouth began to work harder. She sucked and laved, nibbled and licked, coiling Emma's arousal to its highest level before a particularly hard suck and a strong, deep thrust sent her tumbling over the edge, Regina's name echoing off the bedroom walls.

Regina loved satisfying women. She was reminded in that moment just how much as she looked up Emma's body, the woman's flushed chest rising and falling as she recovered from her orgasm. Regina crawled up her body, kissing the sweaty skin as she did so until she was lying completely on top of Emma.

"You're good," Emma murmured as she felt Regina nuzzling her neck with soft kisses.

"And you're delicious," Regina replied, moving to kiss Emma's mouth and sharing her essence.

Emma's tongue tasted herself on Regina's lips and she felt her arousal build once more. Already, she wanted more. But not until Regina was satisfied. She could already feel the woman's wet sex against her thigh through her lace thong. Reaching down, she pushed the scrap of material down, Regina kicking it off her foot at the end. Bracing the leg Regina was straddling, Emma shifted the hard muscle upwards slightly and was rewarded with a moan into her mouth. Regina rocked herself a little, biting Emma's lip as she felt her clit rub slickly against Emma's powerful leg.

"Don't move," Regina panted as she rocked harder.

She was already so turned on from pleasuring Emma that she knew it wouldn't take long to push her over the edge. Emma's hands slid down her back to grasp her ass, helping her ride backwards and forwards on her thigh as juices from Regina's cunt slicked the skin even more. Emma bit back a groan as she felt the wetness coating her leg. She had never been more aroused in her life.

Regina came with a short cry, her back arching away from Emma who leaned up to latched her mouth onto the still bra-clad breasts, sucking on the taut nipples beneath. Regina collapsed back onto Emma and the blonde slowly relaxed her thigh.

"You ok?" Emma asked. Regina nodded. "Ready to go again?"

"Already?" Regina asked, her eyes closed.

"I haven't tasted you yet," Emma reminded her. "But I can't wait to see how wet you are after you just fucked yourself on my leg."

Regina didn't even blush, unashamed in how she had achieved her dirty little orgasm. Instead, she rolled off Emma and spread her legs wide.

"Go ahead, Saviour," she said, watching with dark eyes as Emma crawled down the bed and threw herself on her glistening sex.


	2. 04-03 - Rocky Road

A/N: this episode oneshot was awkward in every way imaginable to write. Also, ep 2 was woefully Regina-less so no insert for that, sorry!

* * *

><p>"Well, between the snow monster and the cave-in, it seems like the Saviour needs saving these days," Regina remarked before she turned back to Marian.<p>

"Do you want to be my back up?" Emma asked challengingly.

Regina paused. "Sure," she nodded, standing up and walking quickly away from Marian and leaving Robin standing beside his frozen wife.

Just as they passed through the door, Hook caught Emma's arm.

"Do you want me to come too?" he asked, his blue eyes worried.

"I'll be fine with Regina," Emma replied shortly before slipping out of his grasp and leading the way from the mayoral office.

They walked in silence out of the town hall until they got to the car park. Both looked around, wondering where to start their search for the second ice wielding magical power source.

"Let's take the cruiser," Emma said, pulling the keys to the sheriff's car from her jacket and leading the way over to the car. Regina followed, wordlessly climbing inside.

They drove for a little while, Emma deciding they ought to start at the ice wall since that was the only other example of magic they knew of which could act as a clue for who had cursed Marian.

"Why didn't it work?" Regina asked after a long silence.

"What?" Emma said, glancing over at the brunette who was staring out of the window at the Storybrooke forest flashing past.

"The kiss," she replied. "Robin's kiss should have woken Marian. What David said about the ice being a barrier doesn't make sense. Gold, sure, it's a substance. But the cold hasn't taken over her skin yet. Robin's kiss wasn't working against an icy barrier. It just … didn't wake her."

"I think you know why that is," Emma said quietly after a pause.

"Me."

Emma nodded but said nothing. They kept driving until the ice wall loomed into view. A dwarf was patrolling along its length and he nodded curtly as the two women stepped from the car before he continued into the forest and out of sight.

Regina walked up to the wall, running her hand over the ice and trying to sense the magical power who had conjured it. Spells and curses left traces, clues as to who cast them and Regina was focusing hard on identifying any unusual marks. Emma watched her work, knowing her own understanding of magic was too limited to be of any value to Regina.

"Anything?" she asked when Regina climbed back down from a ledge and onto the road once more.

"Nope," Regina replied. "I have no idea who created this but I can confirm it wasn't Elsa."

"I told you that already," Emma pointed out.

"Well, I had to make sure," Regina snapped back. "You seem a little infatuated with our new visitor and I wouldn't have been surprised to learn that her blue eyes and blonde hair had blinded you to the truth."

Emma scoffed. "Hardly," she said. "Elsa isn't my type."

"No, apparently you prefer scruffy, ill-mannered one-handed pirates," Regina said, stalking back to the car and climbing into the passenger seat.

"Nah, not really into that either," Emma replied as she followed.

"You should probably let Hook know then," Regina sneered as Emma sat down beside her. "That man pines after you in the most pathetic way."

"It's not his fault," Emma sighed, running a hand through her hair. "I didn't realise True Love could be one sided. If I had, I would have made sure to keep him at bay from the start."

"Oh, True Love is a tricky beast," Regina nodded. "And the worst thing is that it can be unrequited."

"Like Robin's love for Marian?" Emma asked. "Or like Robin's for you?"

Regina's eyes widened as she turned to stare at Emma. How did the blonde know that when even Robin hadn't picked up on anything? She supposed there was no sense in lying now, given the younger woman was clearly more perceptive than Regina gave her credit for.

"The latter," she admitted quietly.

"But you know who your True Love is," Emma prompted. Regina nodded. "Are you going to act on it?" Regina shook her head. "Why not?"

Regina looked away from Emma and wiped her prickling eyes quickly, determined not to let the other woman see her crying.

"Regina." A hand landed on her arm, the touch warm and reassuring.

The brunette turned slowly back, her heart in her mouth as she wondered how much Emma had guessed about what she felt, what she knew to be true. The atmosphere in the car was heavy with anticipation, both women aware that their lives were possibly about to change forever.

"Why didn't you say anything?" Emma asked, breaking the silence. "I mean, how long have you known?"

"Since we destroyed the trigger together in the mines," Regina admitted. "That kind of combined magic is … rare. I knew then that there was something between us, a connection of sorts. And then when we moved the moon …,"

"Why didn't you tell me?" Emma asked.

"Tell you what?" Regina scoffed. "That we're True Loves? That we're destined to be together? That what you feel for Hook isn't half as powerful as what your soul feels for me, even if you don't know anything of it yet?"

"Yeah," Emma nodded. "Or something like that. And as for what I feel for Hook, I knew it wasn't anything serious. He's far more invested in our relationship than I am and I hate myself for that but it's the truth. Anyway, if you knew we were True Loves, why start anything with Robin?"

"Because you had Hook," Regina snapped. "You seemed happy with him so I knew I had to move on."

"You can't move on from True Love," Emma pointed out. "It's the most powerful magic."

"And as a result of that, I've been miserable for two years," Regina said.

"And I've been happy?"

"You seemed it," Regina countered.

"I would have been happier with you."

There was a heavy silence, brown eyes locked on green as both women tried to decide what their next move would be.

"I might not have know it was True Love," Emma began, "but I knew I felt something powerful for you ever since we met. When you ran out of your house towards our son and you hugged him, my heart skipped a beat. I wanted to get to know you, I wanted to be your friend, I wanted you in my life. And then, what with everything which transpired between us, those feelings got all twisted up into anger and distrust. But they were strong feelings, Regina. Everything I feel for you, good or bad, is intense."

"That's the connection," Regina explained. "True Love heightens everything. It's part of the magic."

"Except our perception," Emma joked. "If we've both felt like this, how have neither of us picked up on the other's emotions? How many years have we wasted, Regina?"

"Too many," Regina replied.

"I don't want to waste another second."

Emma leaned in towards Regina and kissed her soundly. Regina's hands cupped Emma's cheeks at once, angling the blonde's mouth as her tongue slid along the seam of her lips, prying it open slightly. Emma whimpered as the tip of Regina's tongue entered her own mouth, the taste of the older woman more delectable than she would ever have imagined. She moved closer, shifting in her seat and placing her hands on Regina's lips, drawing the other woman's body to her. Regina's hands threaded through blonde hair, the strands silky and smooth beneath her fingertips.

"Wait," Emma said, breaking the kiss and panting slightly.

Regina moved back at once, wiping the faces of smudged lipstick from around her mouth.

"I need to talk to Hook," Emma said. "I'm not a cheater and even if I was never particularly committed to our relationship, I owe it to Killian to end things before anything more happens between us."

"I understand," Regina said, sitting a little straighter in her seat. "Shall we get back to searching for this mystery ice wielder?"

"In a minute," Emma said.

She reached over and turned Regina's face gently towards her. Their lips connected once more, the kiss tender and full of promise. Regina moaned as she felt Emma's teeth graze across her sensitive flesh before she sucked her lower lip into her mouth. Arousal coiled low in her belly and she pulled back, knowing they needed to stop before things went too far.

"Sorry," Emma said, smiling almost guiltily. "I couldn't resist."

"Drive, Emma," Regina chuckled. "Before I can't control myself and we end up in the back seat of this car."

Emma's mouth dropped open as she stared at the salacious smirk on Regina's face. She pulled out her phone and texted Killian, saying they needed to talk, before she turned the key and pulled away from the ice wall and headed back towards Storybrooke.


	3. 04-04 - The Apprentice

A/N: So it turns out it's really hard to write a SwanQueen sex scene when the Swan in that equation asks out Hook the very same episodes. Damn shipping a non-canon couple! Plus I don't want to make these women cheat on the men all the time because I just feel bad!

* * *

><p>"I really need to get my own place. Night, guys," Emma said as she walked across the apartment and began to climb the stairs.<p>

As soon as Emma reached the sanctity of her bedroom and closed the door she reached for her phone. She had no wish to recount her evening in any details whatsoever to her mother or father. Unlocking it, she quickly dialled the person she wanted to speak to most.

"How did it go?" Regina asked as soon as she answered. She hadn't exactly been sitting around all evening waiting for Emma's call but perhaps she had made sure several times that her phone was on the loudest setting possible.

"Awful," Emma replied as she began to unzip her dress, the tight material feeling restrictive and oppressive somehow. "I mean, it wasn't awful. Hook did his best to be a gentleman but he still managed to aggressively grab and threaten someone who accidentally spilled my wine in my lap. Oh and he's not Hook any more. Gold reattached his hand so I guess that means he's just Killian."

"Gold kept his hand for all these years?"

Emma could practically hear Regina's nose wrinkling in disgust.

"I know. Gross, right? And yes he did but it's now part of Killian Jones once more."

"And how do you feel about that?" Regina asked.

"Well I still don't want him to touch me," Emma said as she flopped onto her bed in just her underwear, the dress discarded in a pile on the floor. "Even without the hook."

"I still don't quite understand why you asked him on a date in the first place," Regina said.

"I had to give it a try," Emma shrugged. "After over a year of him following me around, I owed him that."

"And now you've tried?" Regina asked.

"Now I guess it's time to tell him I'm not interested," Emma said.

"You're mean," Regina chuckled. "Dressing up like that and taunting the man before letting him down once and for all."

"Dressing up like what?" Emma asked.

There was a silence, Regina realising she'd given away her secret.

"You followed us?"

"I merely happened to pass by the restaurant," Regina defended quickly.

"Stalker," Emma laughed.

"It was a coincidence!" Regina protested.

"No one passes by that restaurant by coincidence," Emma said. "It's at the end of a street which goes nowhere. Come on, Regina, admit you were following me."

"I wasn't!" Regina exclaimed.

Emma just laughed harder, imagining Regina sneaking along the dark street and peering in through the windows of the romantic restaurant.

"What did you think?" Emma asked when she had stopped laughing. "Did I scrub up well?"

"I think you looked far too good to be with that smelly pirate," Regina admitted.

"He made an effort too," Emma said. "But I suppose we did look like a rather odd pairing."

"You could do so much better," Regina said, almost more to herself than to Emma.

"Oh yeah?" Emma said. "And who else in this town is interested in me. August's gone, Neal's dead, there's no one left."

"Perhaps you're narrowing your pool of potential lovers a little," Regina said.

"And I should expand it how?" Emma asked. "Leave Storybrooke? There's a massive ice wall keeping us in this town, unless you've worked out a way to fireball it into oblivion and not told me."

"No, we're still trapped," Regina said. "But I still think you're limiting your options."

"And how do you suppose I widen them?"

"Women."

Emma didn't know quite what she was expecting Regina to say but it certainly wasn't that. The two were certainly close friends, even after Emma had brought Marian back and ruined things between Regina and Robin. Robin. A man. Emma didn't even have the faintest clue that Regina was interested in women, despite the many evenings they had spent drinking and chatting together. But then again, she supposed her past with Lily had never been mentioned either.

"Women?"

"Yes."

"How did you -,"

"It took me a while to notice," Regina said. "But I picked up on the signs."

"What signs?" Emma said, wondering how many other people in Storybrooke knew she was bisexual. It wasn't that she was ashamed in any way but it had been years since she had dated women and she wasn't sure how her sexuality would be accepted by fairytale characters.

"The lingering looks, the slightly glassy stares when you thought I wasn't looking. The fact that you're so tactile and comfortable physically with me."

"Why didn't you say anything?" Emma asked, embarrassed that her attraction to her friend had been so obvious.

"Would it have helped if I had?" Regina asked.

"It depends what you would have said," Emma reasoned. "Why? What would you have said?"

"Something scathing, I'm sure," Regina replied.

"Naturally," Emma chuckled.

"I wanted to say something so many times," Regina said, her voice softer now.

"Why didn't you?"

"Because there was always some worthless man sniffing around you. I didn't want to make a fool of myself by bringing up something which wasn't going to go anywhere."

"You don't know that," Emma said, her voice little more than a whisper. "Think about it, Regina. All those men who were interested in me, they're not around now. I haven't committed to any of them and there's a reason for that."

"And what reason is that?"

"I think you know."

There was a long pause. "Can I come over?"

"Sure," Emma said at once, scrambling off the bed and reaching for a t-shirt to cover herself up. She was too slow however and the plume of purple smoke was already dissipating as her fingers closed on the soft cotton.

"Shit, sorry," Regina said, turning away from an almost naked Emma, her cheeks flushed.

"S'okay," Emma said, tugging the t-shirt hastily over her head and sitting back down on the bed. "I'm decent now."

Regina turned back towards Emma, her movements shy and uncertain after having appeared so quickly and abruptly. She had been so desperate to see the blonde she hadn't even given her time to dress, although Emma hadn't seemed bothered by being caught in just her underwear. On to contrary she was smiling. Emma patted the bed beside her and after a moment's hesitation, Regina made her way across the room and sat down.

"What's happening with you and Robin?" Emma asked. They might have spoken about the fact that she was breaking up with the pirate captain but neither had mentioned the recent rift Marian's return had caused.

"He's with her," Regina shrugged. "His frozen icicle of a wife. He claims he still loves me but he's not leaving her."

"Do you want him to?" Emma asked, her heart beating faster as she realised just how important Regina's answer was to her future. To their future.

"Not now."

"Not now what?"

"Not now the two of us have finally been honest with each other," Regina said, turning her face to look at Emma properly for the first time since she had arrived.

Emma smiled at the brunette, the brown eyes determined and full of fire. Regina smiled back, her scar on her lip deepening as the skin stretched. Emma reached out, the tip of a finger tracing the thin crevice. Regina's breath hitched. Emma's finger slid down Regina's face to her jaw, tenderly encouraging the brunette to move towards her and she leaned the rest of the way in.

The kiss was slow, their lips brushing delicately before pressing a little harder, the soft skin caressing as Emma's hand wrapped around the base of Regina's neck and tugged her nearer. Regina did so, wanting to get as close to Emma as possible as her lips moved, the passion in their kiss escalating quickly. She felt Emma's tongue slide along the seam of her mouth and opened her lips willingly, moaning as she tasted the blonde for the first time. Hints of a sweet desert and a rich red wine lingered in Emma's mouth as they kissed, reminding Regina of where Emma had been earlier that evening and who with. She bit Emma's lower lip, drawing a whimper from the blonde as she pushed Emma back against the pillows, swinging her leg over her body so she sat astride her, hands on sliding up to cup Emma's cheeks.

"Wow," Emma said when they broke for air minutes later. Her hands were resting on Regina's hips, subconsciously pulling the brunette closer to her. Regina smiled down at Emma, her kiss-swollen lips quirking at the corners.

"I suppose I should ask you on a date now," Emma said, her fingertips moving up and beneath Regina's shirt so they ghosted over the smooth skin beneath.

"Oh really?" Regina asked, shuddering a little at Emma's touch. "And why's that?"

"Because if we're going to do this, we're going to do this properly," Emma replied. "And that means I'm taking you out on a date."

"Does that also mean I'm not getting any tonight?" Regina asked, rocking her hips against Emma's lower abdomen and making the blonde groan.

"Much as I want to ravage you right here, yes, I think we should wait. If we don't want to fuck this up, I don't think we should jump into bed together mere minutes after we finally admit our feelings to each other."

"Fucking doesn't always fuck things up," Regina pointed out, her own fingers now slowly pushing up the hem of Emma's t-shirt, exposing the flat stomach below.

"No," Emma agreed. "But I still want to take you out first. One date, that's all I ask."

"Ok," Regina conceded. "But I have a condition."

"And what's that?"

"You let me plan the evening."


	4. 04-05 - Breaking Glass

A/N: Imagine if Lana delivered this Regina line with a husky, sensual voice … Also, I've invented a past relationship between our ladies because that's where the idea took me!

* * *

><p>"Emma, wait."<p>

The blonde did, turning back towards the woman sat at the back of her family's crypt.

"I don't want to kill you. I want to be with you," Regina said, her voice steady and determined.

Emma balked, her eyes wide with surprise. After the day the two of them had had and Regina's snide attitude towards her, that was the last thing she was expecting.

"Pardon?" Emma asked, hardly daring to believe her ears.

"You think we're friends?" Regina continued, echoing her question from earlier as she stood up. "Emma, you and I passed the friendship mark years ago when we first starting sleeping together. I know we've never been officially together and I know we've both been dating men and you're still with Hook but what we have is so much more than friendship. And maybe this is bad timing, maybe this isn't what you want any more but what Robin did to me, the way he just dropped me as soon as Marian showed up again, I realised you would never have done that. You do have my back, and you always have. We were never together because I was the one pushing you away. You told me you wanted more, so many times, and I always denied you. And now, well, I suppose now I've left things too late and you're happy with the one-handed pirate."

"Too late for what?" Emma asked, stepping back towards Regina and standing almost nose to nose with her, searching her face with her internal lie-detector, trying to work out if the woman was as genuine as she seemed.

"I want you, Emma," Regina repeated. "I want to be with you."

"And you're not just saying this because Robin left and you're lonely?" Emma said, needing some reassurances before she gave in to what her heart ached for.

"I want you," Regina said. "I'm not scared any more, I'm not afraid of the love between us, I don't want to hide from the truth."

"And what's the truth?" Emma asked, her voice little more than a whisper.

"I love you," Regina said, looking straight into the piercing green eyes before her. "I've loved you for years, Emma Swan, and -,"

The rest of Regina's sentence was cut off with a fierce kiss, Emma pushing Regina back against the wall of the crypt and pinning her there with her body. Regina whimpered, her open mouth invaded at once by Emma's tongue as she gripped the tan leather jacket and pulled the blonde's torso even closer to her own.

"Hook?" Regina gasped, as Emma moved to pepper kisses along her jawline.

"One date and a few make-out sessions," Emma said, continuing her quest towards the sweet spot she knew lay just below Regina's ear lobe.

Regina seemed satisfied with Emma's answer and rolled her neck to the side, sighing pleasantly when Emma's tongue laved the sensitive skin, her teeth nibbling before a hot mouth sucked softly. Emma's fingers were already skating down Regina's sides, sliding beneath her jacket and back up over the silky fabric beneath. Emma's own jacket was pushed to the floor soon after, Regina's hands roaming appreciably over the flexing biceps just as Emma's mouth returned to Regina's lips, kissing her soundly before falling to her knees.

The first time they had been together, years before, Regina had made some quip about being a queen, used to people on their knees before her. It been before the curse broke so the truth of the statement was lost on Emma. Regina however, remembered the countless men and women who had knelt at her behest in the Enchanted Forest. But with Emma it had always been different. Somehow, Regina was the one who felt vulnerable, who surrendered herself to the woman whose fingers were fumbling to undo the fastenings on her slacks.

As Emma was helping her step out of the material now pooled around her ankles, Regina unbuttoned her own blouse, letting that flutter to the floor too as Emma looked up her body, the black lace underwear the only articles of clothing left. As Emma watched, Regina's arms snaked around her own back, unclasping her bra and allowing it to fall. Emma gulped, her hands instantly reaching to hold each heavy globe, squeezing and running her thumbs over the taut nipples. Regina bit her lip as she felt her core clench, needing Emma more than she knew possible.

It had been months since the two women had been together and it was only when she felt Emma's lips brush over her skin just above where her panties lay that Regina realised just how much she had missed her. Together, the two women shed the last barrier between Emma's mouth and Regina's sex and the blonde wasted no time leaning in and running her tongue through the dripping folds. Regina moaned and her head thumped back against the wall, widening her stance as Emma's hands pried her thighs further apart. The blonde lapped her core, strong, persistent strokes which were turning Regina's legs to jelly. Her hands fisted in Emma's hair, pulling her even closer as Emma's mouth sealed around her clit, sucking the tight bud into the wet warmth.

When Emma pushed two fingers inside Regina, a shout echoed off the stone walls, the brunette hardly able to remain standing as she trembled through her release. Emma didn't stop her movements, her hand thrusting quickly between Regina's thighs and her tongue licking every bit of flesh she could reach. Before Regina's body could even recover, another orgasm tore through her, hot liquid flowing from her core and onto Emma's fingers before her tongue greedily collected them.

Eventually, Regina's knees gave way. She sank to the floor, ignoring the rough stone scraping against her back as she landed in Emma's arms, her heart pounding and her eyes closed. Emma kissed her forehead softly, holding the quaking woman tenderly as she waited for Regina to recover. It was then that she realised she was almost fully clothed; her jeans and tank top never having been removed in their rush to be reunited. Emma pulled the naked woman closer to her, hearing Regina's breathing even out as she slowly regained control over her body.

"I've missed you," she murmured into Emma's neck.

"Me too," Emma said, leaning back and capturing Regina's lips in a searing kiss. "I've missed you so much, Regina."

"This is it now, right? Us, together?"

"If that's what you want, then of course," Emma nodded.

"You want that too?"

"More than anything," Emma assured, kissing Regina again as if to prove her point.

Soon Emma laid back, the cool stone floor hardly ideal but she didn't care as Regina began to pluck at her clothing. The tank top was practically ripped from her head and her sports bra was push upwards, Regina's mouth covering her nipple of one breast and fingers pinching the other. Emma arched into the stimulation, her body flushed with arousal. She unbuttoned her own jeans at that point but Regina quickly helped her to tug them down her legs, just as Emma pulled her bra from her body. Her panties were gone too, Regina having magicked them somewhere impatiently, probably as a keepsake. The former queen rather liked trophies. Emma grinned as the brunette settled above her once more, leaning in to kiss her as fingers danced through her folds.

It didn't take long for Emma to be teetering on the edge of release, so desperate was her body for Regina's touch. She gasped as three fingers plunged into her sopping core, her hips rocking in time to the rough thrusts as she stared up into Regina's face. The brunette looked back at her, watching as the younger woman crested, her head thrown back and her eyes closed, a look of pure bliss on her face.

When Emma opened her eyes, she looked up to see Regina still astride her, slowly licking each of her fingers clean. Emma practically growled as she pulled Regina back down on top of her, tasting herself on Regina's tongue as they kissed.

"I told you I didn't want to kill you," Regina said, hours later when they pulled the duvet over their tired bodies.

It was nightfall and Regina had magicked the pair of them back to Mifflin Street after their second round in the crypt. The cold and damp was beginning to get to her and she wanted to have Emma in a real bed again. Emma wasn't complaining and had been even happier when Regina had disappeared for a while only to reappear with grilled cheese sandwiches. The food fuelled their love-making and they finally collapsed, sweaty and exhausted after countless orgasms.

"You might kill me with your insatiable appetite," Emma joked, putting her arm out so Regina could roll into her embrace.

"Sorry," Regina said, not sounding like she meant it at all.

"It would be the best death I could ask for," Emma shrugged. "Much better than an ice demon or Lost Boys with dream-shade tipped arrows, or another curse."

"Well I'd rather you didn't die," Regina said, kissing Emma's shoulder which lay beneath her cheek.

"Oh yeah?" Emma asked. "And why's that?"

"Because then I wouldn't get to spend the rest of my life with you," Regina answered simply, not caring how significant the statement was.

Emma's breath hitched and she pulled Regina closer to her. "I'll do my very best to stay alive for you, my love," she responded.

Sleep claimed the two lovers minutes later, their activities thoroughly exhausting them. Just before she lost consciousness, Regina realised she couldn't remember being as happy as she was, lying in Emma's arms. The Saviour's job might have been to bring back the happy endings but it had taken Regina far too long to realise exactly what, or who, her happy ending was.


	5. 04-06 - Family Business

A/N: unbelievable but hey, it's smut!

* * *

><p>"You could have just said maybe later," Emma said as Regina caught up with her and they continued through the forest.<p>

"But I'm not going to talk to him later," Regina replied shortly. "And don't you think you should talk to your pirate puppy and sort out your own love life before lecturing me on mine?"

Regina stalked ahead towards the ice cream truck and peering in through the window.

"What does that mean?" Emma asked, coming up beside Regina and placing a cupped hand against the glass. The inside of the vehicle was shrouded in darkness and obviously empty.

"You still haven't told him about us, have you?" Regina said, her voice quieter as the two women heard Hook and Robin approaching through the undergrowth.

"No," Emma admitted. "But I will." She laid a hand on Regina's arm, squeezing reassuringly for a moment before she pulled away, knowing their peace was about to be disrupted by the men the two of them were no longer interested in.

"When?" Regina asked. "I hate sneaking around, you know that."

"Are you going to tell Robin?" Emma countered, arms folded as she turned to fully face Regina.

"Why should I?" Regina shrugged. "I wasn't with him when we first kissed so it's frankly nothing to do with him. He chose his icicle wife over me, remember?"

"The icicle you're trying to thaw out," Emma reminded her.

"I'm a good ex-girlfriend," Regina said, wryly.

"Well I hope I never have to find out anyway," Emma said, smiling softly at Regina just as Hook came up to them and announced the coast was clear.

"Yeah, I guessed that," Emma shot back at him.

Hook raised his eyebrows but said nothing. He never said anything, no matter how badly Emma treated him. She sighed and followed him into the ice cream truck where they set about looking for clues as to where the Snow Queen might be hiding.

"Regina please," Robin said, tugging her gently to one side before she could follow Emma ad Hook.

"Robin, go back to your wife," Regina said. "I can't find a way to break the curse so you're going to have to use True Love's kiss. You need to fall back in love with your wife and the only way you can do that is if you forget about me. It's the best thing, for everyone involved."

"I can't forget about you," Robin said, his face contorted into the usual pained expression.

"Well I've moved on," Regina said. "I'm not in love with you any more, Robin. I've met someone else. Please, leave me alone."

"You've met someone else?" Robin frowned. "It's barely been a month. Who?"

"That doesn't matter," Regina replied. "And I only told you because you need to see that there is no future for us any more. Marian is who you need to focus on now. Let's both move on with our lives."

She walked away, leaving a slightly stunned Robin behind her. By the time Regina entered the ice cream truck, Emma was rifling through a large chest freezer, a busted padlock dangling uselessly and Captain Guyliner stroking his hook rather proudly.

"Anything?" Regina asked, walking up to peer in beside Emma.

"Perhaps," Emma said, showing Regina the file she had found containing some of her old art work and school reports. "It seems I've got a much more complicated past with the Snow Queen than we thought."

"Come on," Regina said, taking the folder from Emma's arms. "I think I have something in my vault that could help."

The purple smoke took Emma by surprise and she caught sight of Hook's frowning face before the ice cream truck disappeared and she found herself beneath Regina's family tomb.

"What do you have?" Emma asked, watching as Regina moved to her potions table and deposited the folder.

"Nothing," Regina replied. "I just needed to get you alone."

Emma smirked as she watched Regina's tongue lick sensuously over the plump lip. In seconds she had crossed to the brunette, arms sweeping her into a passionate embrace. Their lips parted instantly, the kiss needy and desperate. It had been days since they had been together, the threat of the Snow Queen having consumed all of their free time. Fears of the latest magical proprietor in Storybrooke melted away however as Emma's hands slid beneath Regina's jacket, pushing the material aside so she could feel the woman beneath. Regina directed Emma towards an old chest, pushing her down onto it and smirking as she straddled her. The wood was hard beneath her knees and shins but she didn't care, the closeness of the other woman's body enough to eclipse any discomfort.

With her head angled upwards, Emma conceded control to Regina, allowing the older woman to rip her jacket down her arms and tug her tank top from her head whilst Regina's tongue plundered her mouth. Her fingers kneaded Regina's toned ass, squeezing and digging in her fingertips as her arousal built.

They were both impatient and soon Emma watched through hooded eyes as Regina pulled her jeans from her feet and tossed them aside. Spreading herself wide, Emma beckoned the brunette back between her thighs. Regina grinned up at Emma as she knelt, the scent of the younger woman making her mouth practically water.

Her tongue darted out, licking a long, slow, deliberate path through Emma's folds. Fingers threaded through brown hair, pulling Regina's head closer, as Emma sighed in contentment. Regina loved the sounds Emma made. She loved the breathy whimpers which came when her tongue flickered over her clit. She loved the soft gasps which spilled from her parted lips when her fingers entered the wet channel. She loved the cries of ecstasy which reverberated off the walls when Emma came, Regina's fingers buried deep inside Emma's body and her hot mouth sealed tightly around Emma's swollen, hard clit.

Emma slid off the chest and onto Regina who was still kneeling before her.

"Fuck," she murmured as she leaned forwards to capture Regina's lips, her essence strong and musky in their kiss.

"Please," Regina said, already tugging off the remainder of her own clothes.

Emma's fingers were already between her legs even before Regina's trousers were removed, so desperate was the blonde to feel Regina once more. The older woman was practically dripping, her sex clenching tightly as fingers danced teasingly over her folds.

"Inside," she husked, nipping at Emma's ear as she did so before she turned her head and kissed Emma once more.

Two fingers filled her, making Regina cry out in delight. She loved feeling Emma inside her. The fingers set a steady rhythm, both women knowing but not wanting to verbalise the fact that they would need to get back to the search for the Snow Queen soon. Emma pumped steadily, the slick velvet insides clamping deliciously around her fingers. She twisted her hand, the heel of her palm now pressing right against Regina's clit.

"Yes," Regina hissed into Emma's mouth, the tension in her core reaching breaking point.

Emma pulled back slightly and watched Regina's face. The brown eyes locked on her own green orbs as her fingers sped up, the heel of her hand rubbing frantically over Regina's clit.

"I think I love you."

Regina came hard, her eyes wide as Emma's words reached her ears. Her walls rippled around the blonde's fingers, juices spilling from her as her pleasure peaked. Emma slowed her fingers as she tenderly leaned down to kiss Regina who was still staring up at her. When they broke apart, Emma's hand slid from between parted thighs and she moved off the brunette, lying beside her on the uncomfortable crypt floor.

"I need to talk to Hook," Emma said. "Today."

"You do," Regina nodded. "And I do too."

"Need to talk to Hook?" Emma frowned, rolling her head to the side and looking at Regina.

"No," Regina chuckled. "I have absolutely no need to speak to the Handless Wonder."

"Don't call him that," Emma sighed. "What were you talking about when you said you do too, then?"

"I love you too."


	6. 04-07 - The Snow Queen

A/N: OMG but what if this had really happened! And yes, I used one of Robin's lines to start this.

* * *

><p>"Because today is not one of those days."<p>

Regina gasped softly as Robin crossed the room and planted a rough, aggressive kiss on her mouth. His tongue pushed through her lips and she let it, almost giving in to him despite the hurt he had caused her ever since he chose Marian over her.

The shrill ring of her cell phone broke the moment. Regina ducked out from beneath Robin's arm, glanced at the screen and picked it up.

"Emma?" she said, a little breathless as she ran her fingers through her hair. "What's up?"

"I need your help," the blonde said, her voice sounding choked with tears.

Regina didn't think twice about turning on the spot and marching quickly from her vault and up the stairs.

"Where are you?"

Regina walked carefully over the mossy ground towards the bug which was parked in the forest clearing. She had never been up the track Emma had directed too and realised when she reached the top that she had been missing out. Storybrooke glittered before her, the lights shining from windows and the moonlight reflecting on the sea beyond. Focusing her attention on the yellow car once more, Regina picked her way over the uneven floor and knocked lightly on the passenger side window.

Emma leaned over and flicked the lock to let her in.

"Hey," Regina said, sliding into the seat and closing the door. Emma didn't reply.

The car was cold. Emma had obviously been parked up there for a while, staring out over Storybrooke. Regina was immediately worried. It was clear something had happened to thoroughly shake the blonde.

"What's up?" she asked, trying to keep the mood light and not sound concerned. But she was. She was very concerned.

Emma shook her head, unable to verbalise what she had done hours earlier in the Sheriff Station.

"Emma, talk to me," Regina said, reaching over to pat the blonde's leg.

Emma pulled away before contact was made. "Don't touch me."

Regina's eyebrows rose but she withdrew her hand, placing it back in her lap.

"I had three missed calls from Snow before I got here," Regina said quietly. "I'm guessing the reason for her desire to contact me is the same as whatever you're not telling me."

Emma remained silent, looking out of the window as a tear rolled down her cheek. Regina had to fight the desperate urge to wipe it away.

"Emma, you asked for my help but I can't do anything if you won't tell me what the problem is," Regina said, quietly.

Emma sighed and rubbed her face. She knew Regina was right. She also knew the only reason Regina was sat in her car at that moment was because she herself had asked her to come. She trusted Regina to help her. Regina would make this better.

"I can't control my magic any more," Emma said.

If Regina was surprised by the statement, she didn't show it.

"What did you do?" she asked.

"I blasted a hole in the side of the interview room," Emma said. "And then I knocked a power line over. It hit David. Oh God, is he ok? I wonder if that was why Mum was calling you. We should go to the hospital."

"David's fine," Regina assured the blonde.

"How do you know?"

"I had a missed call from him too. And a text message asking if I knew where you were," she shrugged.

"Oh," Emma said, slumping back in her seat. "I'm surprised they care."

"What makes you say that?" Regina said, frowning at the almost teenager-like attitude.

"You should have seen the way Mary Margaret looked at me earlier when I was holding Neal. She doesn't trust me around him. She didn't want me to babysit my own brother and she was glad when the call came in about the Snow Queen and I had to leave."

"What about the Snow Queen?"

"We captured her," Emma replied. "At least, she made us think we had. But then when I started interrogating her she … she tricked me. She's the reason I fully lost control. She made me lose faith in myself and I don't know how to get it back."

"What did she say?" Regina asked, anger bubbling inside her already at the knowledge that this woman had made Emma doubt herself. How could Emma Swan doubt her abilities? She was one of the most powerful magical beings Regina had ever had the pleasure to meet.

"She said my family can't love me because they don't understand me. That's why they had Neal, because I'm a monster," Emma said, her heart clenching painfully as she remembered Ingrid's words.

"You're not a monster, Emma," Regina said softly.

"I nearly crushed my father to death today," Emma said, a tingling in her fingers beginning again. "What else would you call me?"

"Misunderstood? Special?" Regina suggested, quoting the blonde's word back at her from weeks before.

"I'm a danger to them," Emma replied, balling her hands into fists as she felt magic coursing through her veins. "I'm a danger to anyone who's near me."

"Then why ask me here?" Regina said. "You must think you can come back from this, that you can regain control, right? Otherwise why would you call me?"

Sparks flew from Emma's hands, the magic crackling as if electrified. Regina tensed. Emma noticed.

"I thought you'd be able to … neutralise me," Emma said, shaking her hands in an attempt to stop the magic. It didn't work.

"I'm not going to neutralise you," Regina tutted, reaching over towards Emma again but the blonde recoiled. "Emma, you can regain control over this. You're powerful, yes, but you're also capable. Remember our lessons. Remember what it was like to focus on your ability and channel it into what you needed to do."

Emma nodded and closed her eyes. Her brain was fuzzy, her body practically vibrating with magic. She couldn't identify anything recognisable within her. It was a mess. A swirling, fast-moving, complicated mess of powerful, uncontrollable magic.

"I can't," she huffed, opening the door and getting out of the car.

Regina watched her walk towards the edge of the clearing, looking out over Storybrooke again. Emma folded her arms tightly, protecting herself from the autumnal winds which blew off the sea. She found feel Regina's eyes on her back after a few minutes, the snap of the car door told her the brunette had followed.

"It's beautiful up here," Regina murmured as she came to stand beside Emma.

"I discovered it with Henry when I first moved here. I used to come here to think," Emma said, not looking at the woman now stood beside her. "It usually helps me see things clearly."

"Because it reminds you why you're here," Regina said. "You're the Saviour, Emma. You're here to bring the happy endings back to Storybrooke."

"Yeah and a damn fine job I'm doing," Emma said sarcastically.

"You broke the curse," Regina reminded her. "You defeated Pan, you're helping Elsa find her sister."

"And I ruined your happy ending," Emma added.

"Robin was never my happy ending, not if he was willing to leave me like he did," Regina replied. "And anyway, he seems to be having second thoughts about choosing Marian."

Temporarily distracted from her own problem, Emma turned to Regina. "He came back to you?"

"He tried to."

"What happened?"

"You phoned and interrupted," Regina said, smirking slightly.

"Shit," Emma said. "I'm sorry, Regina."

"Don't be," Regina replied. "You needed me more than I needed a fumbled quickie in my family crypt with a man I'm no longer in love with."

Emma made a face. Regina laughed.

"Emma, you're not a monster. You're magical, yes. And that is something your parents will never be able to fully understand. But that doesn't mean they don't accept you for who you are. Snow and Charming may not have magic but they appreciate its uses and they love you."

"They put me in a wardrobe," Emma said softly.

"Because of my curse," Regina replied. "Don't blame them for the impossible situation they were in when you were born. It wasn't their fault you were abandoned, it was mine."

"And I blamed you for a long time," Emma said. "But you didn't force them to put me in that wardrobe. They could have kept me with them."

"You'd have been cursed," Regina reminded her. "You would have landed in Storybrooke as a newborn and remained that way forever. You'd still be wrapped in that blanket of yours right now if they hadn't put you in the wardrobe. The curse would have endured forever. And we wouldn't have Henry."

Sparks flew from Emma's hands once more at the mention of their son.

"It's clearly emotions which are causing this magical … malfunction," Regina observed. "You're letting yourself feel too deeply. Your magic is too closely tethered to your heart and it means you can't control it when you become over-emotional. I suppose that's why your magic first showed itself when you were in life or death situations too."

"Can you fix it?" Emma asked. "Can you fix me?"

Regina thought for a second before an idea struck her. "Do you trust me?"

Emma nodded.

Regina rolled up her sleeve and at once Emma knew what the brunette was going to do. It was still a shock though, a garbled gasp escaping her mouth as Regina's hand plunged into her chest. It withdrew seconds later, a glowing heart pumping steadily between clasped fingers.

"Temporary fix admittedly," Regina said, looking down at the bright red object. "But if your heart isn't in your body then your magic can't be fuelled by whatever it's feeling."

Both women looked at Emma's hands which were pale and smooth once more. The magic which had been dancing on the surface of her skin had stopped. Regina turned her attention back to the heart in her hand, a curious expression on her face.

"What?" Emma asked. "Have I got one of those dark spots like Mum?"

"No," Regina said slowly.

"Then why are you looking at my heart weirdly?" Emma asked. "You're not going to crush it, are you?"

"No."

There was a pause.

"Regina, you're scaring me. What's wrong with my heart?" Emma asked, peering into Regina's hands to look at the cupped organ.

"I've held literally hundreds of hearts in my hands before," Regina said, almost more to herself than to Emma. "But this feels … different."

"In what way?"

"I … don't know," Regina admitted, finally looking up at Emma who was shocked to see tears in the brown orbs.

"Why are you crying?" Emma asked, even more alarmed.

"I don't know that either," Regina admitted. "I've … never felt like this before."

"Like what?" Emma asked, tempted to reach out and take the heart back from Regina but deciding against it.

Regina didn't answer. Instead, she plunged her hand into her own chest and seconds later pulled a darker heart out into the air. It wasn't nearly as blackened as Rumple's heart, but Regina's evil deeds had certainly marred the flesh. After a moment's hesitation, Regina handed the beating organ to Emma who took it, confused.

Happiness. Pure, unadulterated happiness. Emma felt it welling up inside her as the muscle beat steadily in her hand. She gasped, staring down at the glowing red heart before back at Regina.

"You feel it too," Regina said. It was a statement, not a question. From the look on Emma's face, Regina knew exactly what the blonde was experiencing because it was what had taken over her body the moment she held Emma's heart.

"What does this mean?" Emma asked, glancing between the two hearts and then up to Regina's face.

Regina said nothing, instead turning to look out over Storybrooke again.

"Regina, does this mean what I think it means?" Emma said, needing an answer. The day had been confusing enough without yet another mystery landing in her lap.

"What do you think it means?" Regina asked, not looking at Emma.

"I think it means you're my happy ending," Emma said simply.

Regina ran her thumb over Emma's heart in her hands. The blonde shivered slightly, but in a nice way. Finally, brown eyes met green and she nodded. Emma let out a shaky breath, not quite sure what she was supposed to feel, aside from the happiness bubbling away inside her. Regina just looked at her, waiting.

"What are you thinking?" she asked, after trying and failing to read Regina's expression.

"I think everything happens for a reason," she replied. "I think there was a reason you and Hook got sucked into that time portal. I think there was a reason you chose to bring Marian back and inadvertently break up my relationship. I think there was a reason you called me today when you felt out of control. And I think there was a reason why I knew removing your heart would solve the problem. I just didn't know it was going to lead to this."

"Are we True Loves then?" Emma asked, frowning slightly.

"I believe so," Regina nodded, looking oddly calm about the whole situation.

"So … what now?" Emma said.

"Do you still trust me?" Regina asked.

Emma nodded. Regina stepped towards then blonde and quickly pushed Emma's heart back into her chest. Regina saw momentarily panic flicker across green eyes before she calmed, realising that her magic remained in her control.

"How does that work?" Emma asked.

"You have faith in yourself again," Regina shrugged.

"Because you and I are True Loves?" Emma asked, still confused.

"Because you know someone loves you," Regina replied. "Someone believes in you and has faith in you which in turn means you believe in yourself."

"You love me?" Emma said, eyes wide.

"Until today I would have said I loved you as a friend, a sister even," Regina nodded. "Despite the years of bickering we've endured, I have grown rather fond of you, Emma. And yes, I love you."

"I love you too," Emma said, noting as she did so how Regina's heart glowed a little brighter at the words. "But as a friend. How do we … what do we do now?"

"See how things go?" Regina suggested. "To be honest, I've got no experience in this field. I've never known anyone who knew their True Love but didn't _know _they were True Loves."

"So we stay as we are?" Emma said.

"Do you want that?" Regina replied.

"I don't know," Emma admitted. "Until five minutes ago, yes. Now …" She stared off over Storybrooke once more, trying to find the right words.

"Your curiosity is piqued?"

"Something like that," Emma admitted, the tips of her ears reddening slightly.

Regina reached over and took her own heart back from Emma. The blonde felt her happiness levels within her dip slightly but not much as she watched the brunette force her heart back into her chest.

"Shall we head back?" Regina said after another long pause. "Your family will be worried about you."

The two women walked back to the car together in silence. Most of the drive back to town was quiet too, both Emma and Regina trying to wrap their heads around what had happened. Just before they arrived on the outskirts, Emma pulled the bug over into a lay-by and switched off the engine.

"What's up?" Regina asked, turning to look at the blonde.

"I just … I wanted to … I'd like to try -,"

Emma's words were cut off by Regina's mouth as she leaned across the centre console and covered Emma's bumbling lips. The blonde let out a squeak of surprise before she registered what had happened and reached up to cup Regina's cheeks, pulling the brunette towards her as she parted her lips. Regina moved her mouth gently, not wanting to push Emma too far too soon. She hadn't exactly lied to the blonde earlier but when she said she considered Emma like a sister, Regina knew that the attraction she felt for the younger woman was anything but sisterly. She let Emma set the pace, welcoming the blonde's tongue into her mouth and sucking on it tenderly before Emma began to explore, the hot muscle making her core clench.

It was Emma who pulled away first, breathing heavily and her cheeks flushed.

"Wow," she murmured, reaching up to wipe a smear of lipstick from Regina's mouth before rubbing her own lips against the back of her palm.

"How do you feel?" Regina asked.

"Happy."

"Me too," Regina smiled, leaning forwards to place a short kiss to Emma's lips.

"I need to talk to Hook," Emma said as she started the car again. She missed the scowl on Regina's forehead at the mention of the pirate. "But once I've done that, do you fancy going out for coffee some time?"

"Are you asking me out on a date?" Regina said, her face splitting into a wide smile.

"I am," Emma nodded, her own grin broader than it had ever been.


	7. 04-08 - Smash the Mirror Part One

A/N: SwanQueen friendship only for this insert, sorry!

* * *

><p>"We are each given our own gifts," Regina explained gently. "You have the heart of the truest believer. You brought us all together. Never think you're ordinary just because you don't have magic. Or claws," she added, gesturing to the comics on Henry's knees. "Or purple shorts. And don't worry about Emma. She's a hero and as we both know," Henry smiled and joined in, "heroes always win."<p>

Regina smiled and leaned towards Henry, resting her forehead tenderly against his own and sighing softly. She missed spending time with her son so much and she hated seeing him in pain, physical or otherwise. All she wanted was for Henry to have a happy childhood and thanks to her it had become marred by magical wars. At least she was on the right side for the latest battle.

"I love you," she said as she pulled away.

"I love you too," Henry replied.

"I'm going to see if I can track down Emma and find out what's going on with her," Regina said. "Text me if you need anything, ok?"

Regina slipped out of Henry's room and closed the door behind her. She said a brief goodbye to the Charmings before heading out of the apartment. As soon as she was in the corridor, she pulled out her phone.

Emma answered at once.

"Is Henry ok?" The blonde sounded panicked and exhausted.

"He'll be fine," Regina assured as she walked towards her car. "Elsa have magicked him all the ice in the world and there's not much of a bump."

"Shit," Emma sighed.

"Where are you?" Regina asked.

"Nowhere."

Regina rolled her eyes as she slid into her car. "I could help," she said. "If you let me see you perhaps I can work out what's happening to make your magic … unpredictable."

"It's under control now," Emma said shortly. "Thanks."

"What does that mean?" Regina asked, a frown on her forehead.

"It means I've got it sorted."

"How?"

"You're not the only one in this town who understands magic," Emma said.

"Rumple?" Regina said, realising quickly who Emma must have turned to. "Emma, you know you can't trust him, right? He's the Dark One for goodness sake. Please, Emma, let me help you. Whatever Gold has said he'll do for you, I can promise you he has an ulterior motive."

There was a long silence.

"I'm in the forest," Emma said. "Near the toll bridge."

The blonde heard the start of an engine before the line went dead. Dropping her phone into her lap, she sighed and flopped back against the seat in her bug. She didn't know exactly why she had told Regina where she was but something niggled inside her, something she knew she couldn't avoid. She needed help and she knew she couldn't trust Mr Gold.

It took Regina less than half an hour to find the yellow vehicle hidden within the trees. She had parked her car on the side of a disused track and continued on foot until she spotted the hideous coloured car. Emma didn't notice her presence until the passenger door opened and she looked up in alarm.

"Oh, hi," she said as Regina climbed inside the car.

"How are you?" Regina asked, taking in the blonde's slightly dishevelled appearance.

"I've been better," Emma admitted. "Is Henry really alright?"

Regina nodded. "He's fine but he's worried about you. We all are."

"You won't need to worry for much longer," Emma said. "I told you, it's all under control."

"What has Rumple said he can do?" Regina asked. "Because whatever it is, I can assure you he's lying."

Emma glanced over at the brunette and was about to answer her when she spotted the dark mark on Regina's neck.

"Is that a hickey?"

The blush colouring Regina's cheeks was answer enough. The older woman tugged her collar up but it was too late.

"Oh my God!" Emma said, chuckling for the first time in days. "I didn't know they were a thing past your teen years."

"Neither did I," Regina admitted. "Must be a forest tradition."

"Robin?" Emma asked, eyes wide. She wasn't expecting that. "What about Marian?"

Regina looked away from Emma, staring out of the window into the dark forest around them. Emma bit her lip, realising what she had said had been rather insensitive.

"I'm sorry," Emma said softly. "I know you and Robin are in an impossible situation thanks to me and my incessant need to save people."

Regina didn't answer, her gaze still resolutely fixed on the gloomy trees.

"Do you still love him?" Emma asked, thinking she knew the answer.

Regina nodded, turning back to Emma with her eyes full of tears. The blonde's heart ached for her friend and she leaned forwards and squeezed Regina's hands in her own. Sparks crackled from her fingertips and she pulled away at once, mumbling an apology even though her magic didn't seem to have hurt Regina.

"This will all work out," Emma said. "If you and Robin are True Loves, then you'll be together eventually, right?"

"Thanks to Robin's honour code, there's only one way that happens," Regina replied. "And I'm trying as hard as I can to save Marian's life. After years and years of destroying lives to get my happy ending, I'm now trying desperately to save my True Love's wife because it's the right thing to do even if it means I'll be alone for the rest of my life."

"You're not alone," Emma said at once. "You have Henry and me and even Mary Margaret and David." Regina rolled her eyes. "We're all here for you, Regina. And I'm sure you'll find someone else soon."

"I don't want anyone else," Regina said, wiping her tears away as they spilled from her eyes. "I want Robin."

"And it seems he wants you too," Emma said, gesturing to the love bite. "Maybe he won't stay with Marian. Maybe he'll choose you after all."

"In which case Roland's mother will be frozen for the rest of her life, for the rest of time in fact," Regina said. "How are we supposed to build a relationship with that hanging over us?"

"I don't know," Emma admitted.

The two women fell silent, the whisper of the wind in the trees the only sound to be heard. Emma was lost in thought, both about Regina's broken heart and her own broken magic. Regina was trying to force the memories of her time with Robin from her mind. Emma didn't need her relationship drama at the moment, not when she was dealing with magical problems.

"Rumple said he can get rid of my magic," Emma said after a while.

"What?" Regina gasped, whipping her head back to face the blonde. "How? Why?"

"He didn't give me the specifics but I don't want it," Emma shrugged. "I don't want this power any more, not if it hurts people."

"But you can't just remove magic," Regina frowned. "It's not like a kidney. It's an inherent part of you. I'm not aware of a single spell to stop magic without … death."

"Rumple said he could."

"Rumple lied."

Emma balled her hands into fists, the heat of the magic burning her palms. What was she supposed to do. She certainly didn't want to die but she also knew she needed to do something about her out of control abilities.

"I can help you," Regina said after a long silence.

"How?"

Emma's voice was barely more than a whisper. The woman sounded defeated and desperate for anything that might help. Regina didn't have the faintest idea where to start when it came to solving Emma's problem but she knew she needed to do something to save her friend.

"I don't know," Regina admitted. "But I'm going to try. Just promise me you won't go to Mr Gold today. Whatever he had planned for you, it's not going to end well."

"Ok," Emma nodded. "But please hurry. I can't stay camped out here forever."

"Come home," Regina suggested. "Henry misses you and your parents are out of their mind with worry."

"I don't trust myself not to hurt them," Emma said, shaking her head. "Not after what happened this morning with Henry."

"But you trust yourself not to hurt me?" Regina asked.

"I trust you to be able to defend yourself against anything I might do," Emma shrugged.

"Then come back to mine," Regina suggested. "The mansion is empty right now, since Henry is at the loft and then we can work together to get your powers back under control. At least then I can stop worrying about you sleeping in your bug in the middle of the forest."

"Really?" Emma asked, already thinking how good a hot shower and a soft bed would be.

"Really," Regina nodded. "I want to help in any way I can, Emma. And for now, I think the least I can do is offer you shelter somewhere you aren't afraid to be magical. Fear of your abilities could be the root of this problem, after all."

"Ok," Emma said, smiling a little. The action felt foreign to her face but her heart swelled slightly as she saw Regina beaming back at her.

"My car's down there," Regina said. "Follow me back?"

Emma nodded. She watched Regina climb out and begin to pick her way back over the forest floor towards the track. Would this work? Would Regina really be able to stop the powers within her going haywire? Emma didn't want to be a pessimist but she was doubtful. If death was the only way to destroy her magic then what hope did she have. Just before she turned the key in the ignition, Regina looked back at her and smiled. Emma's heart skipped a beat. No, Regina wouldn't let her die. Regina was the most powerful purveyor of light magic she knew. If anyone could help her regain control, it was the woman strutting elegantly down towards the toll bridge. Emma started her car and began to drive. It was going to be alright. Regina was going to make everything alright.


	8. 04-09 - Smash the Mirror Part Two

A/N: what if Regina had taken Robin's words to mean she was destined to be with someone else…

* * *

><p>"It's a sign," Robin insisted, eagerly looking up from the drawing to Regina's sceptical expression. "And you can take it however you want but to me, it's showing you possibility. Hope. That's not something that would ever happen to a villain, is it?"<p>

Regina shook her head, tears shining in her eyes as she realised what Robin was saying.

"What is it?" Robin asked, always struggling to read Regina's emotions. The woman was complex, to say the least.

"I need to call someone," Regina said. "Robin, this page does give me hope. It means that what I thought was an impossibility is now … well, possible."

"We can be together now and -,"

"No," Regina interrupted. "No, I'm sorry, Robin, but that's not what I was thinking about. If there's more than one path for our relationship to take then there's more than one path for every relationship. And I think I need to go and repair one which got off on the wrong foot several years ago."

She turned and walked quickly from the library, Robin staring open mouthed after her, the drawing hanging limply in his hand.

The fireworks exploded overhead, their bright colours lighting up the dark sky as bangs and pops reverberated down the lane. Regina smiled as she followed the sight, knowing exactly who was causing the elaborate display. By the time she pulled up outside the old manor house, Emma was finishing with a flourish, her fingers dancing through the air and she commanded her magic once more.

"Hey," the blonde said, smiling for the first time in days as she saw Regina walking up the path towards them, the final explosion fading into the night as she did.

"Welcome back," Regina said, climbing the steps to join her son and his other mother on the balcony. "How does it feel?"

"Magical," Emma grinned.

Regina rolled her eyes at the lame joke but her heart swelled as she saw how happy Emma was. She had missed the radiant smile which now almost dazzled her.

"What did Robin want?" Mary Margaret asked.

"Oh he found something," Regina said, quickly reminded of why she was there. "In fact, I was hoping to speak to Emma to ask her what she thought it meant."

"Um, sure," Emma nodded. "We can drive back to town together if you want. I assume you're joining the party at Granny's?"

"I'd love to," Regina smiled. "David, would you like to drive my Merc back and I'll go with Emma?"

David's face lit up like a Christmas tree and he thanked Regina profusely as she handed over her keys. Emma chuckled at her father's reaction and led the way down the path, Henry close behind her.

"Kid, are you ok to go with your grandfather?" Emma asked, sensing Regina wanted to talk to her in private.

Henry frowned a little. After all, Operation Mongoose was his idea. But a look from Regina had him nodding his consent and hugging both his mothers goodbye before jogging over to join David.

"So, what did Forest Boy want?" Emma asked as soon as she pulled onto the narrow lane which led back to Storybrooke.

"Do you have to call him that?"

"Do you have to call Killian Captain Guyliner?"

"Fair point," Regina conceded. "And Robin is fine, I guess."

"You guess?"

"He found a page from a storybook. Not Henry's but the paper and the ink is the same. Except in this picture I went into that tavern back in the Enchanted Forest and I met Robin the night Tink led me there. Robin thinks it means there's hope for a happy ending."

"And what do you think it means?" Emma asked.

"I think it means relationships can change course," Regina replied. "That there are endless possibilities out there for everyone and our decisions affect what happens, not fate."

"That's a good thing, right?" Emma said, glancing sideways at the brunette as she drove.

"It is," Regina nodded. "It means I have a chance."

"To find a happy ending?"

"Yes."

They drove on in silence. Emma knew there was something more Regina wanted to say but didn't push her. Regina, on the other hand, was trying to word her next statement carefully.

"Do you ever wonder what might have happened?"

"If what?" Emma asked.

"If I'd not been such a bitch to you when you arrived," Regina clarified. "What would have happened if we had been friends from the start?"

"Well we're friends now," Emma shrugged. "I guess it would have cut out a lot of arguments and made Henry happier but all's well that ends well."

"Did it?"

"Did it what?" Emma frowned.

"End well."

"I suppose it hasn't ended yet," Emma admitted. "We've still got a Snow Queen to take down and -,"

"No, us," Regina clarified.

Emma's frown deepened. "Well, we're friends now, aren't we? I think our friendship has become great, to be honest. I mean, if you'd asked me a few years ago if this would happen I'd say you were crazy but now, yeah, I think we've ended well."

Regina took a deep breath, mustering her courage. It was now or never.

"I don't."

Wordlessly, Emma indicated and pulled the car off the road. She waited until the lights of David's pickup and Regina's Mercedes had passed her before turning to the brunette, her face pale in the gloom of the evening.

"What's going on?" the blonde asked at last.

"I fucked up." Emma's eyes widened. She didn't think she had ever heard Regina swear before. "I fucked up that night I met you Emma and I've been regretting it ever since. That decision, it changed our lives."

"What decision?"

"I saw you as a threat to me, to my family, to my curse. I went into defensive mode. Well, attack mode, I suppose. And I was scared to death. I pushed you away as hard as I could and I ruined my relationship with my son in the process. I've spent years wondering what would have happened if I'd made the other decision, if I'd done the thing which has always terrified me most."

"Which is what?" Emma asked, still confused.

"Giving in to my heart."

The silence in the car was heavy, both women unsure what was about to happen as they stepped, or rather were flung, into this new territory.

"Your heart?" Emma asked after a long while.

"Well, maybe not my heart to begin with," Regina admitted. "When I first met you I suppose it was my attraction to you. That hideous red jacket and those blonde curls made something inside me sing with joy. I couldn't sleep that night because I kept thinking about your green eyes. But then as I got to know you, I realised that what I felt for you went so much deeper than the way you look. Even when we were fighting tooth and nail against one another, I couldn't stop thinking about how much I wanted you. I've never met someone who stood up to me like you do, who challenged me and who was a worthy opponent. The fact that I didn't want to be fighting you at all made our feud even worse. I was angry with myself for listening to my mother's words and not giving you a chance."

"Your mother?" Emma frowned.

"Love is weakness."

Emma balked. "Love?"

"Crazy, right?" Regina said with a soft chuckle. "I didn't see it coming myself either. But yes, over the years I have somehow fallen in love with you, Emma. But thanks to the choices I made when we first met, I've gone about telling you all wrong. My decision changed our lives back then and now I want to change them again."

"What about Robin?" Emma asked quietly.

"It's over," Regina shrugged. "I think he knew it before tonight to be honest. Now he can go back to Marian and be with his family."

"Marian is still frozen," Emma pointed out.

"I'll find a cure eventually," Regina shrugged.

There was another long silence, the seconds dragging by so slowly Regina thought time might have stood still. She needed to know what Emma was thinking. Her heart pounded hard against her rib cage as she waited for Emma to respond.

"I think you're hot too."

Regina snorted with laughter. Trust Emma Swan to be ineloquent during a serious conversation, a conversation that could change their lives forever.

"Thank you," Regina said, still laughing.

"But I'm with Killian."

The laughter stopped. Regina's heart sank. She had forgotten about that tiny snag in her plan. Not that she had exactly planned this chat but she had never foreseen the possibility that Emma Swan would not be available when she finally confessed how she felt.

"Oh, right," Regina said, looking out of the window and wondering whether it would be too cowardly to magic herself out of the car and back to the mansion where she could curl up into a ball with a bottle of scotch to try and forget what had happened.

"I … Regina, I need some time," Emma said after a while. "To think, you know? You've kinda dropped a bombshell on me right now and it's going to take some time to get my head around what I want."

"Bombshell," Regina said, repeating the word slowly. It sounded negative, her tongue heavy in her mouth as she spoke.

"You can't deny this is a surprise," Emma explained. "I mean, I think you even surprised yourself with the fact that you told me, right? So yes, it is a bombshell. Whatever happens, things aren't going to be like they were before."

Regina nodded. She had known that at least. Either Emma felt the same way as she did and they lived happily ever after with Henry. Or she had ruined one of the most precious friendships in her life. There was no way they could continue as if she had never admitted her attraction, her love, for Emma.

"I really like you," Emma said, reaching over and placing a hand gently on Regina's thigh. "But I'd never thought about you in that way before."

"Never?" Regina asked, turning at last back towards the blonde.

"Well," Emma said, her cheeks pinking. "There may have been one or two times when you've … appeared in dreams," she admitted.

Regina's breath hitched. There it was: hope.

"Take as long as you need," Regina said, her voice barely more than a whisper. "When you know what you want, come and find me."

Emma opened her mouth to answer but purple smoke filled the car, spiriting the brunette away before she had a chance to speak. Emma slumped back against the seat, rubbing her hands hard over her face. This had to be one of the strangest days of her life. And possible, she thought as she started the engine, one of the best.

* * *

><p>AN: before anyone comments asking me to continue this, I'm afraid I won't. However, if you are a writer yourself and want to take this starter and move ahead, just message me to ask!


	9. 04-10 - Fall

A/N: pretend there's a pre-existing SwanQueen relationship for this one please. They're just too cute together not to be, right?

* * *

><p>"We've gotta go," Regina said, watching the grey-purple cloud billowing over the trees behind her. "This is happening now."<p>

Henry released Emma and smiled reassuringly before turning to his other mother and following Regina back towards the forest. Emma watched them go, her heart beating faster in her chest as she glanced up at the sky and realised they were running out of time.

Less than an hour later, Regina ran down into her vault and turned towards the door, raising her hands. She knew what she had to do.

Her hands were shaking when they dropped back to her sides. She flexed her fingers, the powerful magic she had just expelled making the skin tingle in a not entirely pleasant way. She looked around her vault and sighed. So this is where I'll be spending the next few days, she thought, heading over towards the cupboard she had magicked full of supplies earlier in preparation. A glass of wine seemed necessary so she pulled out a bottle of red and looked around for a corkscrew. Great, of course that was the thing she forgot. The bottle was slammed a little too hard back into the cupboard and the door pushed shut. Slumping down on an old chest, she ran her hands through her hair and wondered how she was going to pass the time.

"Regina?"

Her head snapped up. She knew that voice. She also knew she had very specifically told that voice to stay far away from her vault until the curse had been broken.

"Emma," she said, standing and making her way towards the doorway which still shimmered with magic.

The blonde appeared on the other side, seconds later.

"Don't come any closer," Regina said. "I've sealed myself in."

"I had to see you one more time," Emma said, stepping forwards but stopping when she sensed the pulsing power of Regina's spell.

"And I told you that you need to stay away from me. You know what this spell does, Emma. You know exactly who I'm going to want to find when it falls."

"I don't care," the blonde said stubbornly. "I had to say goodbye."

"We said goodbye," Regina sighed, crossing her arms and looking at the woman stood just a few feet from her, green eyes burning with determination.

"A phone call telling me you're locking yourself away and that Henry is safe isn't what I mean," Emma said. "Please, remove this spell and let me in."

Regina scowled. She never could resist the pout Emma was currently wearing.

"I can't remove the spell," she said. "It would rather defeat the purpose if I could release myself, wouldn't it?"

"Oh, right," Emma nodded. "Well, then let me do it."

Regina rolled her eyes. "I'm not stopping you," she pointed out.

Emma grinned and quickly raised her hands, focusing her body and magic on reading and identifying Regina's spell. It was complex, the nerve endings in her body thrumming as she felt her powers lock onto the charm, but she knew what she needed to do. Seconds later, the forcefield keeping Regina trapped inside the crypt disappeared and Emma rushed forwards.

She gathered Regina into her arms, breathing in the familiar scent as they hugged tightly. Regina buried her face in Emma's neck, realising how grateful she was that the blonde had come to her. She had needed this. She had needed to hold Emma one more time before the spell which was descending over Storybrooke eclipsed everything but hatred from her heart.

"I'm scared," Regina whispered.

"Me too," Emma admitted, pulling away and placing a soft kiss to Regina's lips. They were salty and Emma realised the woman was crying. She reached up her hand and wiped the tears away with the pad of her thumb before kissing Regina once more, prying her lips apart with her own.

"It's going to be ok," she said when they broke apart, Regina's hands fisted in the back of her jacket, clinging almost desperately to the blonde.

"Is it?" Regina asked. "You didn't know me as the Evil Queen, Emma. She was terrifying. _I _was terrifying."

"And you'll be here, safe and away from those you love," Emma assured. "You're not going to hurt anyone, Regina, I promise."

"You need to leave," Regina said. "We're running out of time and we both know where I'm going to be heading as soon as this spell touches me."

"One more kiss?" Emma said, looking imploringly into Regina's beautiful brown eyes.

Regina smiled and stepped impossibly closer. Their bodies pressed tightly together as their mouths found one another again. Neither wanted to think about how long it might be until they were reunited so they lost themselves to the sensations. Regina's tongue begged Emma's mouth for entrance and she moaned as she tasted the sheriff. Her tongue swept across Emma's, a faint hint of cinnamon making her shudder with pleasure. Emma's fingernails dug into her ass through the fabric of her skirt. She smiled into the kiss as she felt Emma's hips rock forwards, the heat and desire coiling within both of them. Emma nipped playfully at Regina's tongue as she pulled it back into her own mouth, Emma's tongue following it into the wet warmth, teasingly sliding along Regina's lip before delving deeper. They lost themselves in each other, as they so often did, and it wasn't until Regina pulled away with a reluctant whimper that they realised just how long they had been intertwined.

"You need to leave," Regina said, flushed and breathless.

"I don't want to," Emma said, her voice soft and loving.

"I don't want you to either," Regina admitted. "But you have to. We don't have long left before this curse is upon us."

"I love you," Emma said, kissing Regina's swollen lips gently.

"I love you too," Regina said. "And that is why you need to go, before this spell turns me against you and that love turns to hatred. I think we both know what the Evil Queen does to people she hates."

"I'm going to break this curse, Regina," Emma said. "Elsa and I are going to find a way to stop this, I promise. And when that happens I'll be coming straight here and getting you out."

"I can't wait," Regina smiled.

Emma smiled back before stepping away from Regina and backing out of the vault, her eyes never leaving the sad, scared face before her.

"Bye," Emma said, as she reached the foot of the stairs.

"Goodbye," Regina said, watching as the mass of blonde hair disappeared.

She sighed heavily and stepped back into her vault. Before she sealed herself in, she flicked her hand towards the cupboard and smiled slightly when she heard the clink of metal against glass. Raising her hands towards the doorway, Regina recast the curse and watched the air shimmering with magic once more. Walking back to the cupboard, she picked up the corkscrew before turning to the wine bottle, opening it, and pouring herself a large glass. She needed it.


End file.
